


Pericles Prince of Tyre. 

He doing fo, put foorth to Seas, 

■Where when men bin, there’s feldome cafe, 

For now the winde begins to blow. 

Thunder above, and deepes below. 

Makes foch unquiet that the {hip 
Should houfe him fafe,is wrackt and fplit, 

And he ( good Prince ) having all loft, 

83 y waves from coaft is toft: 

All perifhen of man of pelfe, , 

Ne ought efcapen’dbut himfelfe * 

Till fortune tired with doing bad. 

Threw him a fliore to give him glad t 
And here he comes ; what fhall fee next, 

Pardon old Cjower, this long’s the Text. 

Enter Pericles wet. 

Per. Yet cCafe your ire, you angry Stars ofheave^ 
Winde, Raine, and Thunder : Remember earthly man 
Is but a fubftance that muft yeeld to you ;■ 

And I (as fits my nature ) doe obey you. 

Alas the Seas hath caft me on theRockes, 

Wa/ht me from fhore to ihorc, and left my breath 
Nothing to thinke on, but enfuing death : 
let it fuffice the greatneflfe of your powers, 

JT o have bereft a Prince of all his fortunes, 

And having throwne you from your watery grave* 
Here to have death in peace, is all hee’l crave. 

Enter three Fijhermen. 

1 . W hat, to pelch ? 

2. Ha, come and bring away the Nets.'. 

J . What patch-breech, I fay. 

3 . What fay you, M after ? 

i . looke how thou ftirreft now. 

Come away, or ile fetch thee with a wannioni 

3 . Faith Mafter, I am thinking of the poore men 
That were caft away before us, even now*. * 


Easass 
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*-.'.,7,* wince of Tire* 



When (welladay) we co “ 1 “^ v X / 
a . Nay Matter ,faid not , ’a an< j tumbled £ 

Wta I&w rhr 

They ray, they ” c looke tobfiwa&C." 

A plague on thera, they n the Sea $ 

Matter, I marvell how the hines 

t . Whv as men doe a Land, 

The great ones cate up the little ° n ^V- ^ 

I can compare our rich Mifer., » nothing ft Ml* 

As to a Whale ; plaies and tumbles. 

Driving the poore Fry before him. 

And at laft devoure them all at ammith 

Such Whales have I l ? card .?"L*S oW ed 

I would have beenc that day in the Y° 

3 - . bSE told have fwaltowed me too.' 

And when I had beene in his belly, 

I would have kept fuch a jangling of the bels. 

That he fhould never have left, 

"'ll! he caft Bels,Stec- , ~ * 

ut if the good Kinj 
per. Simonides ? 

5. We would purge the land of thefe Drones, 

That rob the Bee of her honey. 

Per. How from the fenny fiibject of the lea, 

Thefe filhers tell the infirmities of men. 

And from their watery Empire recoiled. 

All that may men approve, or men detect. 

Peace be at your labour, honed ftfhermen. _ , 

2. Honeft, good fellow, what’s that, if it be a day fits you. 
Search out of the Calender, and no body tools af^er « ? , 

“* *'•** ' " C a * er * 
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